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mit me! I have learned that you sometimes en-
ter the garden of La Grande Breteche and walk
there?5

" 'Yes, monsieur.*

" 'One moment!' he said, repeating his ges-
ture. *That action constitutes a misdemeanour.
Ilons!eur9 I came in the name and as testamen-
tary executor of the late Comtesse de Merret to
beg you to discontinue your visits. One moment!
1 am not a Turk; I do not wish to impute a crime
to you. Besides,, it is quite excusable that you, a
stranger, should be ignorant of the circumstances
which compel me to let the handsomest house in
Vcndome go to ruin. NeverthelesSj monsieur,
as you seem to be a person of education, you no
doubt know that the law forbids trespassers on
enclosed property. A hedge is the same as a wall.
But the state in which that house is left may
well excuse your curiosity. I should be only too
glad to leave you free to go and come as you
liked there* but charged as I am to execute the
wishes of the testatrix* I have the "honour, mon-
sieur* to request that you do not again enter that
garden. I myself, monsieur* have not, since the
reading of the will, set foot in that house, which,
as I have already had the honour to tell you, I
hold tinder the will of Madame de Merret. We
have only taken account of the number of the
doors and windows so as to assess the taxes which
I pay annually from the funds left by the late